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roads became a portion of your life forever;
to have loved with a sense of possession even
the roadside bushes where the roadside cot-
tagers hung their clothes to dry. That sense
of possession was the very centre of the mat-
ter. Elsewhere you are only a passer-by, for
everything is owned by so many that it is
owned by no one. Down there as you hummed
over Allingham's Fairies and looked up at the
mountain where they lived, it seemed to you
that a portion of your life was the subject.
How much, too, did it not add to remember
that old Biddy So-and-So, at the river's side,
laid milk and bread outside her door every
evening to wheedle into prosperity-giving
humor those same fairies of the song:

Up the' airy mountain.

Down the rushy glen,
We daren't go a-hunting

For fear of little men;
Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;
Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl's feather 1

Down along the rocky shore

Some make their home,
They live on crispy pancakes

Of yellow tide-foam;
Some in the reeds

Of the black mountain lake,
With frogs for their watch-dogs,

All night awake.